But he did not dare to look at Quinette. He threw what he had to say at him sideways, trying to make it sound resolute. His lids blinked rapidly over his grey eyes. The pockets underneath them seemed to drink in and diffuse the uneasiness which flowed from them.
On the other side of the partition a conversation in Yiddish was in progress. Quinette turned round to make sure that nobody was paying any attention to them, and satisfied himself once more that there was no door or suspicious opening in the back room. Then he spoke in a very low voice.
" Are you quite sure that the victim is dead ? "
The man shuddered, stared at Quinette, and then, shrugging his shoulders, leant his cheek against his hand.
The bookbinder went on :
" You don't think that the neighbours may have heard anything ? **
" The neighbours ? What neighbours ? "
Quinette felt the picture which he had in his head wavering and dissolving - that picture of the little apartment looking out on the courtyard, on the fourth floor. He made an effort to rid himself of any preconceived ideas and let nothing escape him that his man might give away. But how was he going to marshal his own questions, how was he even going to formulate them, without seeing something in his mind - places, actions, people? He clutched at the phrase:
" What neighbours ? Exactly. I'm asking you who you think might have overheard, at one time or another/*
The man seemed to be repeating the question to himself; then he replied:
"There would have to be some, in the first place, wouldn't there - some neighbours, I mean ? "
What did he mean ? Quinette saw the " deed " escaping from the district where he had confined it, escaping even outside Paris altogether - situating itself in a solitude of fields and trees. But that made the sequel incomprehensible. A man who had committed a crime in the suburbs did not